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Upon his Royal Highneſs the Duke of 


X. $2 KA 
His Adventure againſt the DU I CH. 


SG Ince the proud Dutch will yet again pr avoke Of theſe ſwift Meſlengers, they juſt now ſent, 


Heaven and the Deke to give the ſec ond ſtroke, V Vhiriing through the amazed Element : 
May the ſure Bullets, they( like Spiders ) ſpun 


From their own bowels, prove deſtrution. 


May he ſtrike deep, and let tle argry Fates 
Make che Hogen Mogen, Poor diſtreſſed Statcs. 


An never from their bellies let *um go 
\Why may'nt good Prayers do as much as charms, 


Bat into thoſe pf the capacious Foe. 
An\ make the Duke ſecure from ſhot and harms ? Then may the Guns, as though they'd Viory got, 


If Pray'rs repeated backwards have ſuch might, V Vith a great ſhout applaud the lucky ſhot. 


May che great cloud of Smoak be, while they fizhe 
May th'Engliſh Sea'like that fam'd ſteed would take | To our men Day, to thoſe Egiptians Night. 


Sure they have greatcr when repeated right, 


No other but his Maſter on his back ) And when our Ships laden with Fire and Death, 
Scoop to receive Great James, but praunc'd and throw | DireCted by ſome V Vind's auſpicious breath. 
The Dutch, and trample o're th'uſurping Foe, Hs Shall catch their perjur'd Hulks, may they eularge 


V Vhatever 1s committed to their charge. 
Chains, Bullets, Fire, and whatſoever elſe kills. 
As though they were Pandora's box of Ills. 
Let thoſe ambitious Semeles of theirs 
Dye 1ch' embraces of our Thunderers: 
Let ne're a drunken Bacchus of them ly, 


May'c ſmile an{ frown at once, and ev'ry wave 

' Tohim a Bull-wark be to's Foes a Crave. 
There letzum with their bodies ſatisfie | 
Neptune for the Earth they ſtole out of the Sea. 
'Tis fit ſome Colonies ſhould be ſent down, 
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To people once again their drowned Town : For ſefety to the ſhelter of Jov-'s thi oh, 
V Vhouſe Sterples at low-tide peep out © th' S:2, May our great Admiral ſtill Victorious prove 

Slewing what's become of all their Pucty, Aſliſted by the 4[mighty Power above. 
| May the kiud Winls which frum the Buutiſh Shore | Let wild-Fire from his Guus ſo ſwiftly fly, 
| Come whiſtling. on his head ſoſt bleſſings pour, As if had borrow d lightning from the Sky, 
And when he fights like Vaſlals let them run, And if from theirs any attaque his Ship, 

V Vith cheir ſwift feet to aid the tardy Crun. Let it like lambent Meteors harmleſs skip, 

Bit to the Duth may their in.eCtions breath And on his Sails a lucky Caſtor be, 


Nor only Storms a1 Tempelts bring bat Death. 
Let-um with oblique blaſts their Bullets ſpoil, 
Or make 'um on their Maſters heads recoll. 

And if the ſacrilegious Lead comes near 

Great James, let it ſtraight melt into a Tear: 
And fall at's feet, o're come by's powerful rayes 


V Vhilſt no bold Thunder hurt's his conquering Bays. 
V Vhen ere his bellowing Guns ſhall roar for prey, 


Impatient even of the ſhort delay, | FINIS: 
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A certain token of Proſperity. 
Whilſt o're the Dutch-men to inhaunce their fears, 
| Nothing but Helen's boading Torch appears. 
And whengreat York from Sea return's again, 
May Squadrons of Dutch-Ships augment his erain, 
Let Captive Holland into Englandcome, 
And Conquering Eng/and into Holland roam, ' 
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